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Time 


Author's Notes: 
I'm writing more Black ‘N Blue one shots than there are Black ‘N Blue fans to read them. 


Late 2006. 

It was brightly-lit in the bedroom but neither man felt exactly bright. 

The glum mood hung low in the air, like a weight sitting on Tommy's chest as he stared up at the ceiling from 
his place sprawled on their shared bed, head lolling off the edge. One hand was resting on his stomach, the 
other stretched out beside him. He refused to look at the half-packed suitcases thrown lazily onto the carpet. 
Neither man wanted to touch them. 


He blinked, nodding so his black bangs would move out of his eyesight. 


His lover was standing at the dresser, back to him, either staring into the mirror or looking at something. 


Tommy couldn't tell from his upside-down angle. 


The other man's blonde locks tumbled down his shoulders, shifting as he sighed Tommy wanted to speak but 
couldn't force the words past his lips. 


Jaime did it for him. 

"How did we end up here, Tommy?" 

It was a question that Tommy hadn't expected, but even if he did, he wouldn't have known how to answer. 
"What do you mean?" 


"Here. This. | just- | don't even know if | want this anymore.” Jaime turned, leaning against the dresser with his 


face buried in his hands. 


Tommy felt as if hands were choking him. It was either emotion keeping him from speaking, or the blood 


rushing to his head. He should sit up. He didn't. 
"| don't want you to leave. | don't want to leave. | just want to stay here." 


Tommy understood. Tomorrow, he'd be off on a plane with the members of Kiss, for a tour in Japan. At the 


same time, Jaime would be off with Warrant again. 

It was a saddening lifestyle. 

"Jaime, I-. | don't know. | wish Black ‘N Blue had made it." 

"We all do.” 

Silence engulfed the room once more. 

Finally, Jaime blew out a heavy breath, walking to the bed and leaning over. He pressed his lips to Tommy's for 
a split-second before breaking away. He pushed Tommy right-side-up good-heartedly, then flicked off the 
lights. 


The darkness was comforting instead of foreboding for once. 


"We're running out of time." Tommy whispered, laying unmoving across the bed. He felt a hand rest softly on 


his hip, then tug his body forward. His eyes had still not adjusted to the blackness. There were lips by his ear. 


"Then let's use the time we have." 


